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Steve Harris exited the lift in the Copenhagen hotel where Iron Maiden and their opening band Motley Crue 
would be spending the next couple of days. He really looked forward to the couple of days off. He really wanted 
to just lounge around his room and catch up on sleep more than anything else. Well, that, and catch up with 
his private stash of porn videos, the ones that didn't feature women. He kept those hidden in his personal gear, 


not sure how the other blokes would react if they knew about his preferences. 


As he fumbled in his pocket for his room key, he heard scurrying footsteps behind him, along with a muttered 
curse. He opened his door, to be hit from behind by a larger body and hastily shoved inside, the other person 
then slamming the door shut and flipping the security latch with a muttered, "Crazy fuckin bitch. Thank God 


you were opening your door, man!" 


Steve, who'd stumbled with the force of the shove, recovered his balance with the aid of an arm around his 
waist. He tried not to think about how good the solid bulk of the man holding him upright felt pressed up 
against his arse, and stepped away before turning to look at the intruder. His jaw dropped when he recognized 
Nikki Sixx from Motley Crue. "Wot's all this, then?" he asked. "Why'd ye shove inta m'room?" 


"Tryin to escape that crazy blond bitch traveling with you guys," Nikki said "Swear to God, she climbed over 
from her balcony to Mick's, then came in through his room calling my name. | think she's with your singer? | 
might be fucking nuts, but even if | wanted to fuck a woman, it wouldn't be one that | know is with someone 


else. And sure as hell not when her man's around." 


"Bludi ‘ell, Steve muttered. If Jane was cheating on Bruce - or even trying to do so - and Bruce found out, 
they'd quite possibly have more trouble than they could handle. "She goin' just fer ye? Or fer anyun ‘oo's 
about?" 


"Huh?" Nikki blinked at the other man, recognition and even a bit of worry crossing his face as he belatedly 
realized whose room he'd barged into. He knew that Maiden's bassist and founder wasn't one to take shit from 
anyone. It took him a moment to parse out Steve's questions. "Sorry. Um.. she's been coming after me. Vinnie's 
actually kinda pissy about it, the dumb fuck, since he thinks he's the fuckin’ irresistible one when it comes to 
the groupies. But this bitch got it in her head that she wants me." 


"But ye've not shagged her?" Steve asked. 


"Shagged... you mean fucked?" Nikki asked in return. "If thats what you mean, no. She's with your singer, so 
unless he's there and we're having a threesome, I'm staying away from that. | might fuck crazy, but even | 
have some limits." He grinned and added, "Of the two of ‘em, I'd rather have her man anyway. Dude might be 


short, but damn. He's almost as hot as you." 
Steve's jaw dropped again as colour flooded his cheeks. "Ye... wot?" 


Just then, fists hammered on Steve's door, accompanied by Jane's petulant, drunk voice. "Ste-e-e-evel Did you 


see where Nikki went?" 


"Get yer arse in the loo," Steve hissed, moving back towards the door. "I'll get rid uv ‘er, b'fore ‘alf the floor 


pops their ‘eads out ta ‘ave a gander, yeah?" 


Not daring to speak aloud in case Jane heard him, Nikki just nodded and took refuge in the bathroom, climbing 
into the tub and hiding behind the shower curtain for good measure. 


As Nikki vanished from sight, Steve hastily stripped off his shirt, trainers, and socks before undoing the 
security latch and cracking the door. "| wos about ta shower. Wot're ye on about?" he asked. "Fought ye came 
on tour ta spend time wif yer ‘usband?" 


Jane pouted. "Brucie's no fun anymore," she whinged, swaying slightly as she tried to focus her eyes on Steve. 
"He wants to sleep. But | want to have fun! The papers say that Motley Crue are a fun lot, so | thought I'd go 
have fun with them." 


"I fink ye oughtta go ta bed.. wif yer ‘usband, | mean, not wif summun from Motley Crue," Steve told her. "Yer 


pissed, an’ ye keep poundin' on doors, yer gonna ‘ave ev'ryun about poppin’ ‘eads out ta gander at ye." 


"Dunno why | asked you," Jane grumped. "You're even less fun than Brucie is. Party-poopers, both of you!" She 
blew a gin-scented raspberry at Steve before making her way towards the lifts, occasionally pausing outside of 


a random door and calling, "Nikki?" hopefully, then moving on when she didn't get a response. 


Steve watched until she got on the lift, then closed his door and flipped the security latch again. "She's gone, at 
least fer now," he said, poking his head into the loo. "She's also bludi pissed. Ye c'n stay in ‘ere tnight, if ye 


want, so's yer mates dun let ‘er inta yer room ta take the piss or nuffin." 


"You sure, man?" Nikki asked. "| mean, | don't wanna cramp your style any." He stepped out of the tub, then out 
of the bathroom altogether. "I don't mind taking my chances, if me being here's gonna fuck up any plans you 
got for tonight." 


‘I've no plans," Steve said. "Wouldn't mind a bit uv company, ta be ‘onest. | ain't... ain't much fer goin’ ‘round the 
pubs lookin’ fer birds, so | got sum beer up ‘ere arready, an’ fought I'd just call room service fer supper." He 


smiled shyly and added, "We c'n talk gear, or find a match on the tele, if yer inta footie at all. Wotever, really.” 


"Well, if you're sure you don't mind," Nikki said. "Usually I'd go out drinking with Tommy, but I'd rather not, 
especially with Whatshername running around trying to find me." He bent down to unlace his Converse hi-tops 
and pulled them off along with his socks, then gave Steve a questioning glance. "Which bed were you planning on 
using?" he asked. 


"Dunno," Steve said, "I ‘adn't fought about it. Take wotever un ye wont, | ain't picky.” 


Nikki took the bed closer to the door, since Steve was closer to the one by the window, flopping down on it. 
"Dude, thanks again for getting rid of the crazy chick," he said with a smile. "Seriously. It's bad enough dealing 
with the crazy chicks at meettn'greets, or who score backstage passes. | don't need some married woman 


chasing me - you did say she was married, right?" 


Steve grabbed a pair of beers and handed one to Nikki, then sat on the other bed and nodded. "Yeah, Jane's 
married ta Bruce," he said as he turned on the television and checked the channels for a football match. Finding 
one, he adjusted the volume loud enough to hear whilst low enough to continue the conversation "I gotta say, | 
‘ad.. concerns regarding ‘er.. frum the start, cos uv ‘ow quickly they got married, yeah? If she'd been up the 
duff, then | might uv understood the need fer gettin’ married so quick, but she ain't. Add in she's chasir 


uvver men an’ Bruce got ‘imself a temper, ye got a recipe fer disaster." He took a deep drink of his beer. 


"Yeah, | can't blame you for that," Nikki agreed. "Bruce might be short, but he's built. Looks like he could pack a 
punch if he wanted, and I'd rather not being on the receiving end of it” He chugged his entire bottle thirstily. 


"Yeah, 'e could," Steve said a little ruefully. "An' | ‘ave been once, when 'e got in a strop - 'e'd done sum bludi 


stupid fing onstage an’ didn't care fer me tellin’ im not ta do it again" 
"But did he listen to you, that's the real question," Nikki pointed out. 
"Yeah, 'e did," Steve said. "Still, 'd as soon not ‘ave a repeat, y'know?" 


"Can't blame you there,” Nikki said "You don't wanna go onstage with a black eye or anything like that, after 


all." 

"True," Steve chuckled. "Not 's if we got makeup ta try ‘idin’ it wif, should it ever 'appen" 

"Yeah, but you don't need makeup," Nikki said. "You look good without it" 

Steve blushed. "Dunno ‘bout that, m'looks ain't nuffin special." 

"Sure they are," Nikki told him. "I told you, you're hotter than your singer, and I'd take him on in a heartbeat if 
he ever offered. I'd take you on quicker than that" He paused and awkwardly added, "Which assumes you even 
like guys, of course. I'm not gonna take it as an insult if you don't." 


"Ye look gud wifout makeup yerself, y'know," Steve said, not answering directly. 


Nikki noticed, though, and smiled. He got up and moved over to Steve's bed, sitting down beside the other man. 
"Do |?" he asked. 


Steve swallowed, suddenly conscious that he'd never replaced his shirt after taking it off to convince Jane that 
he'd been about to shower. "Yeah," he admitted, gulping down the rest of his beer nervously. "Ye do." 


Nikki reached out to run his fingers down Steve's arm. "You know I'd be good with it, if you wanted to, uh, 
have a closer look at me or anything, right?" 


"Ye would?" Steve shivered at Nikki's touch. "l. erm... s'pose I'd not mind seein’ sum uv yer tats a bit closer...” 
His voice trailed off uncertainly as he looked up, seeing Nikki's green eyes much closer than he expected them 


to be. He swallowed again, feeling a tingle of arousal pooling in his belly. 


"| wouldn't mind examining yours a bit closer as well," Nikki said. "Along with the rest of you." He deliberately 
reached out and brushed his thumb over Steve's lips while gazing into his dark eyes. 


Steve's breath caught. "l... y'know.. | never..." 


"But do you wanna, that's the question, right?" Nikki asked. "You say you never.. because you never wanted to, 


or because you never had the chance?" 


"Never... never ‘ad the chance... not wif anyun | wonted," Steve said. "I'd not dare try ta chat up a bloke, y'know? 


Might fuck up the band, ‘f m'preferences ‘it the tabloids." He licked his lips nervously. 

"You got the chance now, if you want it," Nikki said softly. "What happens here, stays here." 
"Yeah," Steve said breathlessly, aroused enough to feel reckless. "I wont it” 

"Good," Nikki purred, leaning in to capture Steve's lips with his own. 


Steve's eyes fluttered closed as Nikki's lips closed over his. His hands slipped up the other man's arms, feeling 
the wiry muscles there. He moaned softly as Nikki pulled him against his chest, the other man's t-shirt not 
hiding the heat of his body. 


Nikki slowly deepened the kiss as he pulled Steve closer, letting his hands wander over the smaller man's back 
After a long moment, he drew back and looked into Steve's eyes for a moment, studying them before he 
slowly lifted his hands to strip off his own t-shirt leaving his torso bare. He grabbed Steve's hands, moving 
them to his firm chest with a soft sound of desire. "Touch me, Steve," he murmured. "Feel for yourself what 


another man's like." 


Steve complied shyly, his hands exploring the bigger man from shoulder to waist. "Feels gud," he said softly, his 
hands pausing to tease Nikki's nipples into hard little points. "Wont ta make ye feel gud, too." 


Nikki roughly claimed his lips once more, his soft growl of pleasure nearly unheard against Steve's mouth. His 
hands dropped down to pop the button and carefully undo the zipper of Steve's jeans. He worked the snug 


denim down over the smaller man's narrow hips, freeing his throbbing erection. 


Steve's moan got lost against Nikki's lips as the bigger man rid him of his jeans. He broke the kiss to trail his 
lips along Nikki's jaw, his own hands fumbling shyly to unfasten Nikki's jeans and work them down, He slowly 
caressed the taller man's thighs, then nervously brushed over his cock. "Ow's this?" he asked softly. 


Nikki's cock twitched impatiently at Steve's touch. "Feels good," he murmured as his hips rocked slowly against 


Steve's hand. "You like it? You want more?" 


"Yeah," Steve murmured as he curled his fingers around Nikki's shaft, stroking firmly and rubbing his thumb 
over the head. He leaned in to nuzzle at Nikki's neck, nipping and sucking his way down over the bigger man's 


collarbone, then ducked a little lower to flick his tongue over dark nipples. 


Nikki inhaled sharply, one hand coming up to sink into Steve's thick curls. "Oh yeah, babe.." His other hand 
caressed Steve's length, then down over his balls, exploring the soft skin and eliciting a whimper from the 


smaller man. "How's that feel? he murmured. "Tell me what you want." 


"| wont ye." Steve whispered. "Dunno wot | wont, | just know | wont ye." He buried his face against Nikki's chest, 
feeling the heat flooding his cheeks at his own boldness in admitting that much. 


Nikki deftly reached around, grabbing a condom and lube from his jeans before shoving them - and any other 
clothing still there - off the bed and onto the floor. "This'll feel weird at first," he warned Steve softly. "Maybe 
even a little uncomfortable until you get used to it. Just try to stay relaxed, okay?" 


Steve nodded, his cock straining upward and leaking pre-cum. His hands caressed Nikki's body shyly yet eagerly. 
"Please, Nikki.. do it.. | wont ye." 


Nikki coated one finger with the lube and settled between Steve's legs. The smaller man shifted nervously as 
he teased lightly at that tight pucker and then firmly pushed his finger within. He leaned forward and gave a 
few ice cream cone licks to Steve's shaft as he started to work his finger to stretch and loosen the tight ring 


of muscle. 


Steve stiffened slightly at the initial invasion, but he forced himself to relax as Nikki started to thrust his 
finger gently. Then he gasped and moaned when the bigger man leaned in to flick his tongue teasingly over his 
cock, and moaned again when Nikki's finger brushed over something inside that made him see stars. "God, Nikki.. 


that's... so gud...” 


"Gonna feel even better when | fuck you," Nikki half-purred, half-growled. He carefully added a second finger, 
slowing his movements when Steve hissed. "Relax, babe... it'll feel better in a minute." He wiggled his fingers a 
bit, feeling that tight ring of muscle slowly loosen up. As Steve relaxed, he worked his fingers harder, brushing 


over that sensitive spot with each movement. 


"Nikki..." Steve breathed, his hips bucking up onto those questing fingers. "Need more, luv.." One hand clutched 
at the duvet and the other tugged lightly at Nikki's nipples, causing the bigger man to moan appreciatively. 


"Mmm," Nikki purred. "you got good instincts, Steve.. feels great." He added a third finger, gently working 
Steve's passage open, alternating between looking Steve over for signs of discomfort and giving teasing licks to 
the smaller man's cock. 

Steve gave a needy whine. "Nikki.." he moaned, writhing on the bigger man's fingers. "Fuck me, luv...” 

Nikki moaned and hastily ripped open the condom wrapper with his teeth and rolled it on before coating himself 
with a generous application of lube. "You're sure?" he asked as he withdrew his fingers and positioned himself 
between Steve's legs. 


"Yeah," Steve said, his voice trembling, but clear. "Fuck me, Nikki.. need ye so much.." 


Nikki leaned in to give Steve a surprisingly gentle kiss. "Just try to stay relaxed," he murmured as he carefully 
pushed into Steve's tight heat with a soft moan. 


“Oh... bludi ‘ell.. so gud." Steve moaned, arching up to draw Nikki's cock in deeper. "Nikki." His hands slip down 
from Nikki's chest to his arse, clutching possessively at the taller man as he thrust his hips upward. 


"Oh yeah.. like that, babe." Nikki crooned as he started thrusting slowly, driving his cock in and out of the man 
beneath him. "Fuck." he moaned, fighting the rising desire to simply pound Steve into the mattress. "So hot and 
tight..." 


"More," Steve whimpered. "Fuck.. more.. so gud..." He let go of Nikki's arse to pull his own legs back, the change 
in angle making him gasp when it caused Nikki's cock to rub against that sensitive spot. 


Nikki reached down to tug lightly at Steve's nipples and then worked his slick hand between them to stroke 
Steve's cock once more. "You look so hot, squirming under me like that," he murmured, his voice pitched low 


and dangerous. "Wanna fuck you so hard you'll still feel it when you're onstage n a couple days." 
Steve shivered at Nikki's words. "Do it," he breathed. "Fuck me ‘ard, Nikki." 


"Fuck, yeah," Nikki growled. He increased the pace and force of his thrusts, stroking Steve's cock in time with 
them, then leaned down to kiss the smaller man roughly. 


Steve gasped as the change in angle put Nikki's cock into direct contact with that sensitive spot inside himself. 
"Oh fuck." he moaned. "Nikki." He rocked up to meet the taller man's thrusts, trying eagerly to take him 
deeper still 


Nikki's green eyes glittered with pleasure. "So fucking hungry for it," he breathed. 


"Yeah... fuck." Steve's breath caught as Nikki's thumb toyed with his foreskin, pushing it back and smearing the 


pre-cum pooling at the tip of his cock. "Nikki... m so close...” 


Nikki growled and gave in to his own desire, holding Steve's hip with one hand as he pounded into that tight 


passage. "Come for me," he gritted out, his hand moving faster on Steve's cock as well. 


"So gud... fuck.. l.. oh.. ohh!" Steve stiffened and shuddered with the force of his climax, coating Nikki's hand and 


his own stomach with his completion 


Nikki slammed his hips forward with an inarticulate cry as he came, staying there for a long moment before 
slowly withdrawing. He pulled off the condom and tied it off, pitching it in the general direction of the room's 
little bin. "Remember to breathe,” he told Steve teasingly as he lay back down and pulled the smaller man close 


once more. "You okay, babe?" 


Steve chuckled softly, his breathing still uneven "Yeah... bludi ‘ell, that wos... brilliant. Better'n | fought itd be, 


even" He leaned in to give Nikki a soft kiss. "Fanks." 


Nikki smiled and returned that kiss gently. "Good," he said softly. Then he chuckled as Steve's stomach growled 
audibly. "Guess it's time to feed a different appetite," he teased. 


Steve flipped him two fingers. "Fuck you, wanker," he said with a grin, even as he got up, moving gingerly, to 
grab the room service menu. 


| already fucked you," Nikki riposted with a grin of his own. “But | certainly don't mind if you wanna fuck me 
one of these days." 


"Might ‘afta take ye up on that sumtime," Steve said, smiling. 


